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He said he did not " like the Monsieur Well—the reason why
he could not tell I "
XI
The very day after H. G.'s departure the commandant of
the house informed me of a message from Kameneff to the
effect that I was to go and work in Lenin's room on the morrow
from eleven until four o'clock. I did not sleep that night.
The next morning Borodin accompanied me to the Kremlin.
I was very nervous, more nervous than I ever remember in
my life. He said to me on the way :
" Just remember you are going to do the best bit of work
to-day that you have ever done."
We went in by a side door, guarded by a sentry. I knew
that Lenin lived somewhere in that part of the building, and
I had often wondered, as I used to wonder when I was a child
and passed Buckingham Palace, which were the great man's
windows, and which his door. There were so many 1
On the third floor we went through several doors and pas-
sages, each guarded, and finally through two rooms full of
women secretaries. Mikhail Borodin handed me over to a
hunchback girl who was Lenin's private secretary. Then he
shook my hand firmly and said, " Work well! "
It was like being left at school! And I was so frightened,
so nervous because it was the most important work I could
ever have to do. The Secretary pointed to a white baize
door and told me to go through. It did not latch, it merely
swung to.
Lenin was sitting before a gigantic desk littered with books
and papers in a well-lighted room. He looked up when I came
in, smiled and came across the room to greet me. He had a
manner that put one instantly at ease. I apologized for having
to bother him. He laughed, and explained in English that
the last sculptor had occupied his room for weeks, that he
had been so bored with him he had sworn it never should
happen again. (A Russian sculptor listening to every interview
and to every telephone conversation must have been extremely
inconvenient.)

